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THE WOODLAND QUEEN 

AND OTHEE POEMS. 



LINES ON POLAND, GEEECE, Etc. 

Though tyrants break the laws they make, 

Better far were they to sever 
Chains that bind nations to the stake. 

As slavery won*t last for ever. 

'T were well for Austria that she said, 
Yenetia, I 'U unloose thy chain. 

Than that her eagle folds should spread 
0*er dark Custoza's battle plain* 
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LINES ON POLAND, GBEEGE, ETC. 

What eclat now is justly tliine, 
Italy, sweet land of song ? 

Thou worshipper at freedom's shrine, 
See triumph smiles thy shores along. 



'Twere better far that Eussia said, 
Poland, I leave thee to thy fate, 

Than that her despot flag should spread 
O'er masses full of ire and hate. 



Ah, Poland, thou unhappy land. 
By three great Powers divided ; 

Deep the -chain has stamped its brand. 
With thee no Power has sided. 



And yet diere is n world of love, 
Which eeems light as any feather. 

And shows the iron rule above. 
Ever binding hearts together. 



LINES ON POLAND, OEEEOE, ETC. 

But hope on still, proud Poland, hope, 
The grand hour is fest appearing 

When with Russia's power thou 'It cope, 
To fight for each tie endearing. 



Who'd be so mean to worship fear? 

Poland, know the hour is nearing 
When thou wilt fight for freedom dear, 

Thy brave sons for glory cheering. 



Next the Russian Power might trace, 
With an ink made of victim's blood. 

The glory of another race 
Swept away, as if by a flood. 



On the wild, trackless moimtain-side, 
Close to the borders of her land, 

She thought to crush the splendid pride 
Of ev'ry brave Circassian band. 



LUTES ON POLAIO), GREECE, ETC. 

But too proud that heroic race, 
Worthy a better fate their caujse ; 

They went, nor left behind a trace 
Submissive to a tyrant's laws. 



I would mention another land — 
That lovely land of classic song. 

Where oppression has laid her hand. 
And there will try to hold it long. 



Fair land of heroes, now no more. 
Are all thy ancient splendours gone ? 

Along the whole Hellenic shore 
Are there no worthy patriots, none ? 



The noble in their earthly graves 
Beqiieathed the land they loved 

To be the portioned lot of slaves, 
As time has too truly proved. 



LINES OX POLAXD, GREECE, ETC. 5 

O for one hour of by-gone days 

To recall one great commander, 
Whom Greece often crowned with bays, 

The immortal Alexander. 



*Twas there that good old Homer sung 

Of many a Grecian's fame ; 
And there a thousand harps were strung 

To praise great Alexander's name. 



We read of feir sunny bowers, 

Where went the brave when war was o'er, 
And told their maids, 'midst the flowers, 

Of battles on the Persian shore. 



Is this the land that once was free, 
The bright land of ancient story. 

When each Greek cared but to see 
His name on the page of glojy ? 



LINES ON POLAND, GREECE, "ETC, 

This is the land that once was free. 
The bright land of ancient story. 

But now the land of low degree. 
And devoid of fame and glory. 



Cbieece once conld boast a noble son, 
A son who in war was skilled — 

That soldier who all Persia won. 
And conquered as he willed. 



Greece could boast a poet of fame. 
Acknowledged as king of rhyme ; 

Who has not heard of Homer's name- 
A name known in every dime ? 



Gfreece once could boast a man of s&nse. 
Noble yet as either of these ; 

One renowned for eloquence, 
Her well-known son Demosthenes. 



LINES ON POLAND, GBEEOE, ETC. 

But no n^pre shall the sounds of war 
Lightly sweep o'er desolate GJreece ; 

No more shall the lands distant far. 
Depend on her for war or peace. 



No more shall the sweet sounds of rhyme 
Be heard as in the days of old ; 

No more shall the bright deeds of time 
In strains of dassic verse be told ; 



Nor the orator's voice be heard, 
Nor the orator's voice inspire, 

By each deep and eloquent word, 
A nation's zeal and martial fire. 



But up, bright land ! to arms once more, 
And liberty's true flag upraise, 

Yes, up to arms ! and as before, 

Call from the world a lasting prai&Q. 



8 LINES ON POLAND, GREECE, ETC. 

Alas ! now Greece, a last farewell^ 
To thy once greatness and tlie past, 

Oh ! mean the State would not rebel. 
When tyranny's Hnks are parting fast. 



CiTes, all o'er the world are parting, 
For now Italians plains are free. 

While degenerate Greece is smarting 
'Neath the dread rule of slavery. 



SADOWA. 

O YES ! bright was the sun, 
And all peerless it shone, 
And unclouded the ray 
That gladdened the day, 
And that ht on each gun, 
O'er each deed that was done. 
But if splendid and bright 
Was the dazzling light, 
Yet 'twas awftd the sight, 
When was ended the fight. 
On the plains of Sadowa to-day. 



10 8AD0WA. 

The horses are neighing-, 
The riders are saying, 
As light flashes each ray 
From the guns far away, 
Oh ! why this delaying ? 
Why here are we staying ? 
Now away let ns hence, 
Let the battle commence ; 
The regiments look dense 
On the plains of Sadowa to-day. 



The horsemen are dashing, 
The sabres are clashing, 
As light flashes each ray 
From the guns far away ; 
From such constant gashing. 
The sabres are crashing. 
The trumpets are sounding, 
ArtiU'ry resounding, 



8AD0WA. 11 

The cannon balls bounding, 
The death shells are gronnding 
On the plains of Sadowa to-day. 



The colours are flying, 
The wounded are sighing. 
And the colours look gay 
In that fearful array. 
'Tis awfol the crying, 
The groans of the dying. 
The regiments advance 
At the point of the lance, 
And the sunbeams they glance 
Off their helmets, and dance 
On the plains of Sadowa to-day. 

The infantry are firing, 
Advancing, retiring, 
As light flashes each ray, 
From the guns far away \ 



12 SADOWA. 

Nor yet of war tiring, 
But vict'iy inspiring, 
Still quick onward they press, 
For their country's redress, 
Midst cries of distress, 
Till their numbers are less 
. On the plains of Sadowa to-day. 



The regiments they reel, 
And all breathless they feel ; 
Still light flashes each ray, 
From the guns far away. 
And quick glances the steel 
To the cannons' loud peal. 
O yes, mad are the foes, 
As in battle they close. 
With such death-dealing blows. 
While the life torrent flows 
On the plains of Sadowa to-day. 



SADOWA. 13 

Now backward they are borne, 
.All shattered and torn ; 
Still light flashes each ray 
From the guns far away ; 
But to fight have they sworn, 
Though the fight be forlorn. 
Hear the Austrian's loud cheer 
For their country still dear ; 
And the answer sounds near 
From the Prussian Landwehr, 
On the plains of Sadowa to-day. 



hear the loud cries, 
And the death heaving sighs ; 
Now fast ceasing each ray 
From the guns far away. 
Now watch victory rise 
Her red flag to the skies. 
See the Austrians retreat, 
Bowed down by defeat, 



14 8AD0WA. 

8till their enemy greet 

With a death-dealing sleet, 

As they move from Sadowa to-day. 



Now the battle is o'er, 
And tlio cannons' loud roar ; 
Now no more in their flight 
Sliall the shells spread a blight. 
But peace reigns as before, 
O'er each soldier in gore. 
Alas ! heavy and deep, 
And profound is the sleep 
O'er each warrior doth creep ; 
While death sole watch doth keep 
On the plains of Sadowa to-night. 



WHERE THE MOUNTAIN CLIFFS 
AEE HIGH, 

Where the mountain cliffe are lugh, 
Where the fleetest wild deer dwell ; 

And the passing breezes sigh 
Their whispering soft fexewell. 

Where the sands are smooth below, 
When the sun is shining bright ; 

And when fades its warm glow, 
Sparkle with the moon at night. 

It is there I like to be, 

It is there I love to roam ; 
Looking at the placid sea, 

Or if rough, its streaks oi ioaxa.. 



28 VERSES ON THE DEATH OF MAXIMILIAN. 

Though bright be the diamond, still much brighter 

far 
Would Mexico emerge fix>m her long civil war ) 
But the gold of the tyrant and guilt of the knave 
That freedom has quenched in the death of the 

brave. 

Wild rapine and tumult, and dark crime after 

crime, 
Had blackened that land with the soft sunny 

clime ; 

But though dark be her crimes, and her crimes be 

all told. 
This crime it stands matchless, it stands ruthless 

and cold. 

Then accurst be the traitor, so base and so vile, 
That betrayed the proud prince, and noble exile , 
Ah! Lopez, ah! Lopez, thy name even sounds low, 
'Midst the numberless crimes of thy dark Mexico. 



POLISH CAPTIVE TO HIS MISTEESS. 

Alas! Mary, blithe and dear, 
By captive chains I am bounds 

With no welcome voice to cheer 
The lonesome hours fleeting round. 

But thoughjbs of a maid I love, 
Light the darkness of my cell. 

As the bright sun from above 
Lights up each flowery dell. 

Think not Mary, blithe and dear, 
That the captive's heart will break, 

While thy lustrous eye seems near, 
And thy soft and velvet cheek. 



i^O rOLISH CAPTIVE TO HIS MISTRESS. 

No Russian chain conld e'er bind 
Me captive in this lone cell, 

While this wanton, roving mind 
Could fly to her I love well. 

Then, my Mary, blithe and dear, 
Free from guile and worldly art, 

Weep for me no silent tear, 
But now joyful be thy heart. 

Still should tears of sorrow flow 
From those lustrous eyes of thine, 

For Poland weep tears of woe, 
Nor let one bright tear be mine. 



THOUGH OFT LIFE BE DEJECTED. 

Thottoh oft life be dejected, and sorrow 

Comes on when our fortune seems most remiss, 

There remains a sweet thought that to-morrow 
May throw o'er the scene a bright ray of bliss. 

Howe'er lonely and heavy our sadness, 

There's a pow'r with our worst sorrows can cope, 

'Tis the bright guardian angel of gladness. 
That pow'r which is by the world called hope. 

Then surely he 's a fool who, being borne 

Fast down the stream amidst tempest and 
strife, 

Who, after gaining the bank, would still mourn 
O'er the past ills and misfortunes of life. 



32 THOUGH OFT LIFE BE DEJECTED. 

Oh, let slumber the past, and for ever. 
Still looking onward for sunshine and rest, 

Elindling a dark gleam of mem'ry never, 
But live in hope, be contented and blest. 




LINES TO 



When I first met thee the daylight was dying, 
The last of the sunbeams had faded away ; 

Gently the soft zephyr breezes were sighing, 
In whispers, their parting farewell to the day. 

And when I next met thee, the moon it was dear, 
And illnmined the sky with its silv'ry light ; 

'Twas then I wooed thee and called thee my dear, 
And said that thy eyes were just equally bright. 

And when I next met thee, the moon it w£is gone, 
And forth came the morning in splendid array; 

'Twas then that I told thee, one maiden alone 
Could turn my darkest of all nightB vTLtft ^^i^ . 



34 LINES TO 



And when I next saw thee, the sun it was bright, 
For that was the sparkling sun's own golden 
hour; 
It gilded the sky with a soft, cheering light, 
And gladden'd the earth with each ray of its 
pow'r. 



'Twas then that I told thee, while watching the 
sun. 
As in splendour it gilt the blue sky above, 
That no light howe'er soft o'er this world yet 
shone. 
As sweet as a glance from the eyes that we 
love. 



I met thee once more, the sun was still shining, 
And gilding with lustre the hills of the' west ; 

Its last golden beams o'er earth were reclining, 
Ere for the night that orb retired to its rest. 



LINES TO . 35 

It was then that I took that soft hand of thine, 
And drew thee still closer with one fond caress, 

And asked thee, if thou wouldst only be mine. 
And in words scarcely breathing, you answer' d 

Yes. 



^ 



LIBEETY. 

There is a bright, glittering gem, 
'Tis an illumined diadem, 
So bright the halo of its raj, 
'Tis like a simburst at midday ; 
Trample it down as tyrants will, 
Howe'er trampled it glitters still ; 
A iyrant of earth ne'er can brook 
Upon that glist'ning gem to look ; 
No earthly ruling monarch dare 
Gaze on the lustre of its glare ; 
It is the brightest gem of all, 
For it will ev'ry hero fall. 



LIBERTY. 37 

Ever before his weary feyes, 
For it the dying captive sighs ; 
Though borne to earth by mortal steel 
No pain doth the patriot feel ; 
For this gem, with a magic art 
Flashes its brightness o'er his heart. 
*Tis the gem of the brave and fr(*o, 
The gleaming gem of liberty. 



I 



TO . 

Farewell, my blooming maid, 
Fate says we must sever ; 

Alas I the fate that made 
Our hearts one for ever. 



Sorrow has come round us. 
And each now has a share ; 

'Tis thus love has bound us. 
And bound us unaware. 



All was sweet sunshine then, 

And life a golden leaf ; 
Untn came parting, when 

Our hearts now break with grief. 



TO . 39 

By fetters I am bound, 

By each soft glance you gave ; 
By thy sweet voice's sound, 

I am to love a slave. 



Alas, my blooming maid. 
Fate says we must sever ! 

But kind the fate that made 
Our hearts one for ever. 




A FEAGMENT. 

As when at night the surging billows rise, 

Carrying a ship disabrd to the shore, 
And loud, raging tempests sweep the skies. 

Each poor mariner thinking all is o'er, 
Nor yet gives way to pale and chill despair. 

But still hopes that a great returning wave. 
And the slow rising moon's most faintest glare. 

May save them from a dread, watery, grave. 
And take the doomed ship once more to sea^ 

Decked with each flag, and white flowing 
sail. 
Once more on the vast, boundless ocean free, 

There to meet again the expected gale, 



A FRAGMENT. 41 

Till some skilled seaman takes the ship in hand, 

And holds the helm with a steady motion, 
Turns her from all the dangers of the land, 

And quick steers her for the distant ocean. 
'Tis so thus will a nation ofttimes reel. 

By many hastening perils borne down, 
When imskilled statesmen laws imjustly deal. 

And freedom sighs beneath a tyrant's frown. 
Alas ! the world, though it is sometimes wise, 

Still it reason's exalted lore must learn. 
And must oppression's accurst yoke despise. 

Ere liberty's mighty power discern. 
Yet there are people in this world of ours, 

Who, strange to say, and yet true the story, 
Would rule the world with most hurtful powers, 

From dread woe to win a selfish glory. 
Then surely he of all the world is blest, 

In power, whose pitying eye can scan 
The miseries of man when oppressed. 

Remembering himself is but a man, 



42 A FRAGMENT. 

And who holds the heavy and cumbrous reins, 
Which power has placed within his hand, 

And holds them for a nation's ample gains, 
Liberty smiling o*er the happy land. 



TO 



Julia, this flower was once in bloom, 

To me no flower seemed so fair, 
But while gazing on its leaves, a gloom 

Clouded my poor heart with cold despair. 

And deeper grew the darkening gloom, 
While gazing at this queen of flowers ; 

I then thought of life, love, and the doom, 
Which, my Julia dear, might yet be ours. 

O Julia, teU why did'st thou e'er break 
The flow'r from the stem whereon it grew ? 

Why,' Julia, why did'st thou not take 
The tender root and stem with it too ? 



44 TO . 

Why leave the stem to wither and die, 
As already faded is the flower ? 

It has burst its petals with a sigh 
And lost its fragrance and its power. 

Alas ! Julia fair, thou cruel art, 

'Tis so thou hast torn from out my breast 
My faithful and too confiding heart. 

And like the flow'r leave behind the rest. 



'TWAS EVEN FAIE AND BEIGHT. 

'TwAs even fair and bright, 

I heard a soft voice say, 
Approaching is the night : 

haste thou not away. 

The sable night it came, 

1 heard a mild voice say, 
Those words the very same, 

haste thou not away. 

Then came midnight lonely. 
Then morning's dawning ray 

'Twas then and then only. 
That voice said, Haste away. 



VEESES DESCEIPTIVE OF SOENEEY. 

How beautiful seems the daisy-mantled mead, 
Where grasses and flowers nnnumbered grow ; 

From man's tread and his unwelcome presence 
freed, 
In the ever smiling vale so calm and low. 

No noise disturbs the still reigning silence there, 
Unless it be the kine's soft lowing bleat, 

Or when the smaU mountain torrent casts its share 
O'er some rocky ledge of waters bright and fleet. 

Or when from rock to rock, the startled deer 
Bounds hastily on with antlers backward tbi'own, 

And ears erect, which tells the expected fear. 
Brought to solitude by man and man alone. 



VERSES DESCRIPTIVE OF SCENERY. 47 

Fast bounds the fleet and ever timorous hare, 
Like lightning, o'er the soft and dewy lea. 

Seeking in the wilds some safe and distant lair, 
From man's presence and all the busy world 
free. 



There the wild bee roams from flower to flower, 
Sips the bright dew off each leaf, then hastes 
. away ; 
Thus spending every bright and wanton hour. 
Throughout what seems to us the lingering 
day. 

From the steep mountain ridge I gazed below. 
Whilst wandering in that ever peaceful part, 

And beheld the morning sun's soft, cheering glow, 
A luminous aspect to the scene impart. 

I watched the little streamlet onward flow. 
While on a sweet bank of verdure green I lay, 



48 VEKSES DESCRIPTIVE OF SCENERY. 

Idly watcliiiig each bright wavelet come and go, 
And the brown trout darting round in sportive 
play. 

But when my shadow on the calm waters feU, 
How they darted beneath each protecting stone, 

Then did my heart against this hard world rebel. 
And I long'd to dwell in solitude alone. 



ALAS ! EACH BLISSFUL HOUE IS O'EE. 

Alas ! each blissful hour is o'er, 
And my heart relieved of joy, 

And all the peace it knew before 
I saw the sweet maid of Savoy. 

Oh ! I with pleasure once was glad. 
Nor did a single thought annoy ; 

But now my heart feels lone and sad 
For her, the sweet maid of Savoy. 

Yenus queen, wilt so kind be 
To send that arrow, bow, and boy. 

From which no mortal e'er was free 
Except the sweet maid of Savoy ? 



50 ALAS ! EACH BUSSITTL HOUR IS o'eE. 

One nymph alone his pow'r denies, 
With sweet glances rare, and very coy ; 

One nymph alone his pow'r defies, 
That is the sweet maid of Savoy. 

Against an arrow temper' d well, 

A magic-pointed little toy, 
No longer can the heart rebel 

Of the sweet maiden of Savoy. 



^ 



DESCEIPTIYE YEE8ES. 

The silver moon was shining higli 
Above the meadow where I stood ; 
And bright and luminous the flood 

Of light, that floated o'er the sky. 

I watched each star fade away 

Behind the pale moon's lustrous beam, 
Though now and then a distant gleam 

Gave back to night a smile of day. 

All was wrapped in calm repose, 
Nor did a single zephyr breeze 
Disturb the slumber of the trees, 

Or shake the dew off flow'r or rose. 



52 DESCRIPTIVE VEBSES. 

I watched the stream onward glide, 
Kissing soft banks of verdure green, 
Casting back a glistening sheen. 

Caught from the moonbeams on the tide. 



I saw the swan swim on in pride. 
And watched the pale light illume 
The snowy whiteness of his plimie, 

As if his wings were silver dyed. 



I look'd along the vale of trees, 
And river and ford caught my eyes. 
And rock and bush of many dyes, 

Till again faded by degrees. 



m 



While wrapt in thought, a glance I cast 
Upon the churchyard old and gray. 
Where countless mortal bodies lay 

Sleeping that sleep which is the last. 



DESCRIPnVE VERSES. 53 

I walked tkrough the tall rank grass, 
Then with the night dews wet and cold, 
To where the ivy, green and old. 

Grew elusfring o'er the churchyard pass. 

From the wicket gate I gazed 
Through cypress trees and sombre gloom. 
Upon each grass-grown grave and tomb, 

By Mends o'er each dead one raised. 

And here is the general spot, 
Such is the resting-place of all. 
When death gives his great final call ; 

Such is man's last and certain lot. 



TO . 

Farewell to the hours of love for ever ; 

Farewell to the joys which they could impart; 
Memory shall wake those moments never, 

^Tiich drew the best of feelings from my heart. 

1 saw but to love, and lov'd too dearly. 

Lured by the smile which illumed thy brow ; 

But if I lov*d, and lov'd too sincerely, 
Maiden, I shall as soon forget thee now. 

Yes, forget thy bright and soft beaming eye, 
Forget there is a lustre sparkling there, 

Reserved shall be each true and faithful sigh 
For some one less false, and perhaps as fair. 



WHAT WAILING VOICE IS 
THIS I HEAR? 

What wailing voice is this I hear 
That strikes so lonely on the ear, 

And seems so deep, so low, and near ?— 
Is it a voice of woe or fear ? 

What is that deep and heavy sigh 
Which on the lips doth lingering lie, 

As if the heart itself would try, 
Emotion broken, upward fly ? 

Is this the sigh for fortime cross' d ? 

Is this the sigh to friendship cost ? 
It is the sigh for some one lost. 

Chilled by death's untimely frost. 



56 WHAT WAILING VOICE IS THIS I HEAE ? 

A deep sob tells, a silent tear, 

The last tribute, but still most dear. 

Is sincerely wept o'er the bier 
Of one whose memory all revere. 



VEESES TO 



Fabewell, dear maid, a sweet farewell, 
Those lips of mine could fondly tell 
Of fleeting joys they knew before. 
Of fleeting joys they 'U know no more, 
Since coldly breathes those lips of thine, 
Responsive to those lips of mine. 
Since no longer those lips impart 
A faithftd feeling from the heart. 
Oh, curse the hour my lips were laid 
On thine with false sweets arrayed ; 
I only wish those eyes were blind 
To all the joys of life which find 
A deep, a deadly falsehood, where 
All seemed bright and true and fair. 



TYEANNY. 

What power art thou, what dread power, 

Casting dark horrors on the morning air, 
Sad heralder of each oppressive hour, 

Which chilleth half the world with cold despair? 
What power so awful, vital, and dread, 

To each bright, happy hour a dark presage, 
Launching ills as if by lightning led. 

Foreboding ruin to ev'ry infant age ? 
Oh, art thou that power of death and strife, 

That great enemy of the brave and free. 
And the deadliest foe of human life 

Known to the race of man as tyranny ? 



SONG. 

Where the mountain heath was growing, 

Where the fountain was at play, 
And its sparkling waters throwing. 

In a constant silv'ry spray ; 
Where the little birds were singing. 

Full of life and harmless joy, 
Their notes of melody ringing. 

There dwelt Mary of Fermoy. 

Her voice so sweet, the nightingale, 

Only bird his mates among, 
Whose notes echoing in the vale, 

Equall'd her in pow*r of song. 
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He stopped his pleasant singing, 
And listened fall of joy, 

To notes far more sweetly ringing 
Wlien sang Mary of Fermoy. 



Still tlie mountain lieath is growing, 

Still the fountain is at play, 
And its sparkling waters throwing 

In a constant silv'ry spray ; 
Still the little birds are singing, 

Full of life and harmless joy. 
Their notes of melody ringing, 

But where' s Mary of Fermoy ? 



Where the cypress tree is waving. 
Where the early daisies bloom ; 

Beside a quiet streamlet laving, 
In the valley lies a tomb. 
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No more can sweetest melody 
Light my broken heart with joy, 

For all that e'er was dear to me 
Lies in that grave near Fermoy. 



FAST O'EE THE LAWN. 

Fast o'er the lawn when morning briglit 

Awakes the world from slumbers light, 

Softly treading, blandly smiling. 

Hours of pleasure e'er beguiling. 

O'er the soft meadow mantled green 

So lightly treads the woodland queen. 

Wreaths of flowers together bound, 

Her forehead fair are girded round. 

Her sparkling eye its lustre takes 

From morning beams, through mountain brake; 

That 's when the siyi's first warmest glow 

With magic cheers this world below, 



FAST 0*EE THE LAWN. 63 

And when each drooping flower lives 
, By ev'ry beam which, morning gives ; 
Her cheeks assume a rosy hue 
That stamp of health and impress true ; 
Whiter than iv*ry, whiter far 
Her enamell'd teeth of pearl are ; 
Her lips foretell that welcome bliss, 
That's caught by magic from a kiss ; 
Her lovely neck of faultless white, 
In wonder holds the gazer's sight ; 
And many auburn tresses flow 
O'er that neck fair as winter's snow ; 
Thus lightly o'er the meadow green, 
Softly she trips the woodland queen ; 
Reflecting shadows on the tide, 
Sweet Mary strays by Shannon's side. 



VEESES TO 



Shine on, fair moon, so silvery, 
That turns the darkest night to day, 

And let thy beams so bright and free 
Chase gloomy darkness fast away. 

Julia, watch each brilliant beam 

Of light as it is descending 
On the little murmuring stream, 

And with the bright waters blending ; 

Watch the little flow'r yonder there, 
How moonbeams shine upon its leaf; 

But see, a cloud^obscures the glare. 
Its brightsome moments are but brief. 



VERSES TO . ()5 

}3ut its force, nor stream, nor flow'r know, 

Nor its brilliant glitter mind ; 
Not 80 thy eyes' soft beaming glow. 

Which, leave a thousand thoughts behind. 



^ 
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Where weary mortals sink to rest, 

And ruin, with, dread starvation, holds 
The life's blood, scarcely pressed 

Within the throbbing heart's weak folds ; 
And wretchedness of ev'ry kind 

Holds imperial and despotic sway, 
With sorrow on the sinking mind. 

When ev'ry joy is chased away ; 
'Tis there sweet charity descends. 

And wraps joy o'er each abject sight, 
When all the world its worst portends, 

And hope has taken her last flight. 
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Near the poor peasant in the vale, 

When tearful eyes are streaming round, 
And loud roars the threatening gale, 

There is her sweet voice's cheering sound. 
Near to the captive in that hour, 

When life is ready to depart. 
Nor the fetters' iron power 

Can hold the slow fluttering heart ; 
'Tis there, beside the couch, with death, 

To smooth the moments gliding past, 
Ere for ever sinks the faint breath, 

Her lot, sweet charity, is cast. 



ELIZA. 

You ask, Eliza, if I love tliee, 
In tiim I ask if thou dost me ? 
The thrilling kiss those lips of mine, 
When softly press' d, gave o'er to thine, 

Far more than words that kiss could teU, 

It mutely told I loved too well ; 

That I felt the maddening flame 

Of love rush through my heaving frame. 

Then, Eliza, charmer, why wilt thou 
Ask if I loved thee then or now ? 
Go ask the kiss you got from me, 
Ask it, Eliza, if I love thee. 



THE SMILE SHE GAVE WHEN DYING. 

'TwAs sweet the smile she gave when dying, 

I see that smile of beauty still ; 
'Twas sweet the sigh she gave when dying, 

I hear that soft and faint sigh still. 

The smile was o'er her temples playing, 

And the faint sigh it softly stole 
From out her sweet and pale lips, saying, 

Heaven, receive my weary soul. 

I looked upon her snow-white face, 
That face of beauty once so fair ; 

In vain I looked to find a trace 
Of sad, lingering sorrow there. 
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But there the dead smile it was dwelling, 
Where dwelt the lighter one of love, 

And still that mute smile softly telling, 
Her soul had fled to realms above. 



THE MAID OF KILKEE. 

'Tis down in a valley and close to the sea, 
Amidst the flowers and sweet heather bells ; 

'Tis down in a valley and close to the sea, 
A maiden unrivalled for beauty dwells, — 

And that is young Mary, the pride of Kilkee. 

Oh ! beauty, it dwells where sweet beauty should be, 
That's in the light of her soft sunny smile : 

And light breaks the glance from her eyes soft 
and free. 
As bright as the sun which flits o'er this isle, 

Is the smile of Mary, the pride of Kilkee. 
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So sweet is her voice, it is music's soft glee, 
And fairest of roses bloom in* her cheek ; 

Let me search this wide world, oh, where could 
I see, 
And were I tlirough all this wide world to seek, 

A Mary so fair as the one at Kilkee ? 



WOMAN'S EYES. 

Oh ! for those eyes, those lovely eyes, 
The chaxming eyes of woman ; 

Tliose glancing orbs of fond surprise, 
The luring eyes of woman. 

There is nothing on earth so sweet. 
And all its bright joys summon ; 

There is nothing on earth replete. 
Or like the smiles of woman ; 

Whose eyes so sunny, fair, and free. 
Our hearts at will doth summon ; 

I fear our ruin will ever be 
The luring eyes of woman. 
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Each glance so very fair to see, 
Speaks love in words uncommon ; 

For wherever else could love be 
But in the eyes of woman ? 




THE WOELD ITSELF WILL ALTER. 

The world itself will alter, 
And the bright sun fade above, 

Ere I an instant falter, 

And cease thee, dear girl, to love. 

The pale moon will cease to beam, 
And no more its silver light 

Shine o'er mountain, vale, and stream, 
Ere I forget thy glances bright. 

When sun, moon, and stars shall fade, 
And the world be dark e'ermore ; 

I '11 forget i^ee, blooming maid 
Then, fond girl, I'll love no more. 
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But tm then I'U love thee still, 
Then my love for thee shall die 

With the last responsive thrill 
When life's breathed in a sigh. 

Thou shalt have my latest sigh, 
And many a sigh before ; 

When to life I say good-bye, 

Then, fond girl, I'll love no more. 



THE SMILE. 

Tis not the smile at this moment given, 

Tliougli the smile is bright as a smile can be, 

Though 'tis bright as a sunbeam in heaven, 
Yet it is never the smile to suit me. 



For I like not the smile that 's enchanted ; 

I like not the one that will come and go ; 
Nor the smile by the eyes often granted, 

When the heart, if 'twas asked, would say no. 

I like not that smile, I ne'er like that smile. 
Though brightest beauty may live in its glow 

I like not the smile which beams for a while. 
And the smile which then as quickly will go. 



i 
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But oh, give me the bright smile of gladness, 
The fair winning smile which true love hath 
wove, 

The bright smile which will clear away sadness. 
Give me the sweet sunny smile of fond love. 



THE HOUES. 

Ye hours which, are for ever 

Fleeting by ceaselessly, 
Eetuming to us never, 

Tell whither hasten ye. 

A day has come, then has gone. 
And weeks have come, and years ; 

And yet still we linger on 

Through life, 'midst doubts and fears. 

Ye are ceaseless, fleeting hours, 

m 

And when ye wander past. 
Are just like faded flowers. 
Of which we We seen the last. 
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Sometimes ye seem very slow, 
Sometimes seem very fast ; 

Quick or slow, ye onward go, 
Present now, soon the past. 



TO JULIA. 

Juixi, I could spend with thee a thousand hours, 
And watch the minutes gliding past ; 

But just like the odorous breath of flowers, 
The sweetest far would be the last 



For whilst gazing on thy soft and lustrous eyes, 

Sweet orbs of mildest beaming ray, 
Than minutes more numerous would be my sighs, 

And so the hours would pass away. 

And then whilst gazing on each bright ruby lip. 
My own would ofttimes ache to know 

The treasured store of sweets which they might sip 
From off such gems of burning glow. 



TO . 

Alas ! no joy I now can find, 

Though, suing pleasure with each art, 
For weary is this wanton mind, 

And captive is this roving heart. 

And thou art now the chosen one, 
The sweet disturber of my rest. 

The single maid who can alone 
Replace lost joy within my breast. 

As when a ship is seaward bound, 
Some traveller lingers on the shore, 

To hear the last and farewell sound 
Of a lov'd voice he 'd heard before : 
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Thus 'tis here I lingering stay, 
A voice within says, Do not leave ; 

While reason chides, Away, away. 
Such bright eyes lure but to deceive. 



AUBUEN TEESSES. 

AuBUBN tresses carelessly wove, 

With hazel eyes ever sparkling so free, 

Denote the sweet looks of my love, 
And bright are those eyes when they turn on me. 

If the peach is fair for to view. 

And soft as down or silk velvet can be, 

Yet no peach in this world e'er grew. 
Soft as the cheek of my mistress to me. 

If cherries assume a bright hue. 

As in clusters they appear on the tree. 

No cherry in this world e'er grew, 

Sweet as the lips of my mistress to me. 



KNIGHT AND LADY. 

Lady, wilt thou come with, me ? 

I '11 take thee to my Island shore ; 
Lady, wilt thou come with me ? 

And there then thou shalt grieve no more. 

My home stands by a bright blue lake, 
With terraces and gardens fair ; 

Lady, come, and I shall make 
Thee mistress of those bright halls there. 

Lady, come unto that Isle, 

Do come unto its sunny shore. 
Yes, Lady, come, and let thy smile 

Light my lone home for evermore. 
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And if I went, Sir Knight, with thee, 
And went unto thine Island shore, 

Perhaps would cease thy love for me. 
And I might sigh for evermore. 



And if thy home is by a lake, 
With terraces and gardens fair, 

Perhaps that home thou wouldst forsake. 
And I might grieve for ever there. 



But I shaU go, Sir Knight, with thee, 
I 'U go unto thine Island shore, 

If thou wilt only promise me 

That thou wilt love for evermore. 



MORNING, MIDDAY, AND EVENING. 

The morning it came, and again it fled, 
And each, bright beam the sun bad shed ; 
The morning fair it vanished away, 
To make room for brighter midday. 

And then the midday peerless bright it came. 
But as mom vanished the same, 
And every cheering, indulgent ray, 
"With the midday, has fled away. 

Evening came, mild and serene at last. 
But evening has glided past. 
And every beam which the faint sun shed. 
With the evening it lies dead. 
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Then the sable shades of night came fast. 
And darkness o'er the world they cast ; 
And the darkness veiled in sombre gloom. 
Mom, midday, and evening's bloom. 



And as the morning comes, 'tis so comes youth. 
In calmness and advancing truth. 
Till youth has broken the bright golden chain. 
Which oft we 'd gladly knit again. 



And then comes of life the transient glow. 
When we have leave to think and know 
We are masters of ourselves and free ; 
StiU, noon of life soon past will be. 



Next comes profound and venerable age, 
When man by years is render'd sage ; 
When eyes are dim, when hair is silver-grey. 
When limbs great feebleness portray. 
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Then, and lastly, comes the darkened night, 
When life has taken its great flight ; 
This is the solemn hour of death and gloom, 
And darkness in the hollow tomb. 



There rests man in the ever silent grave. 
Where earth's troubles no longer rave ; 
For the book of life has closed on the page 
Ending youth, middle, and old age. 



THE EISING SUN. 

Thoit bright orb, rising o'er eastern lands, 

From out the gloom of darkened night. 
Lighting rivers and their golden strands 

With thy peerless, soft, absorbing light. 
Ever moving art thou, and slowly 

Moving towards plains that distant be ; 
Casting beams earthward, still and lowly, 

O'er the earth's nations, and the vast sea. 
Through all the happy lands thou revest, — 

Which of all those lands dost thou like best? 
Say, which of all earth's lands thou lovest, 

From the east unto the smiling west. 
Though lingering in south climes longest, 

Yet there thy bright beams at last must die, 
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WMle thy last rays, thougli not the strongest, 

Will fade to the westward with a sigh. 
And there are lands where thy golden beams, 

Light as mirrors, are soft descending 
On many thousand eddying streams. 

With varying hues of waters blending ; 
Bright lands where trees with life are waving, 

In winds of faint and murmuring sound ; 
Lands where banks crystal founts are laving. 

Lands where no dark clouds are ever found, 
Where flowers' odours are exhaling 

On the scarcely breathing azure air, — 
Air from fragrance glowing, ne'er failing. 

Since myriad flowers, perfume share ; 
Lands where ripest fruits in mill ions are. 

Millions added o'er and o'er through time. 
Than millions such more numerous for. 

The myriad fruits of that bright clime. 
Then southward goest thou at midday. 

And there shinest with a burning glow, 
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With, an illummed beaming ray, 
O'er nations placed in slavery low ; 

Where slaves are for ever moaning, 
In pledntive, lone, and sorrowing tone, 

'Neath the grasp of tyranny groaning. 
Ceaseless the air rending by each. moan. 

Then to the west movest thou at eve, 

I 

To hold thy glorious sunset there. 
And thy million golden webs to weave. 

In a scene of richness bright and fair ; 
Begemming the hills, and vales, and streams. 

With varied colours rich and bright. 
Casting round the west thy million beams, 

Thy many beams of escaping light. 
Tell of all lands o'er which thou movest. 

From the east unto the smiling west, — 
Which of all the lands most thou lovest. 

From thy eastern rising to thy rest. 



IT WAS BESIDE A CEYSTAL SPEING. 

The evening fell o'er mountain, 

Fell o'er each verdant plain and vale, 
Fell o'er river, stream, and fountain. 

The shades of even, calm and pale- 
It was beside a crystal spring, 

I wished to sing of Erin free, 
And touch'd my harp of times to sing, 

Still that harp ne'er answered me. 

To sing of Erin's emerald plains, 
A very lightsome task 'twould be ; 

But I could not sing of Erin's chains. 
Or of Erin longing to be free. 
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But I could sing of ancient days, 
Wh.en glory dwelt upon her shore ; 

Oh ! i could sing untiring lays, 

Did freedom rule our Isle once more. 



But now her noblest hearts have fled. 
And few patriot hearts remain ; 

Her fame is with her silent dead, 
On ev'ry native battle-plain. 



TO OLIVE. 

Let Italy bring her very fairest maiden, 

And for lier down througli her sweet verdant 
valleys call, 
Though each face with bright tints of beauty 
be laden, 
Yet one smile from fair Olive would be still 
worth them all. 

And next we might wander to the bright land 

of France, 

But the vain errand would beauty hopeless recall, 

And say there is a luminous, bright sunny glance. 

The smile of sweet OHve, and that is still 

worth them all. 
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Next through, fair Albion back, then in vain 
might we roam, 
To this brightest of Islands away in the west, 
And *tis here we would find in the land of our 
home, 
The smile which beamed truest and brightest 
and best. 



TO A LADY WEEPING. 

Alas ! tell me, thou peerless maid, 
Wliat pressure on thy heart is laid ? 
Oh ! cease those bright tears one by one, 
And let the shades of grief be gone. 

Eop why should anguish, why should care. 
Dim two bright eyes so sweet and fair ? 
Let sorrow's moments now be brief, 
Oh ! dry those eyes and cease thy grief. 

For now, as dark clouds shade the sun, 
So tears fast o'er thy bright eyes run ; 
Lady, cease and weep no more. 
But dry thy tears, and grief give o'er. 



EVENING 

Bright beams are descending, 
With, bright waters blending, 

The waters of murmuring streams, 
No dark clouds are hiding 
The lights now fast gliding 

Earthward, in bright showers of beams. 



Her beams are expiring, 
The faint sum's retiring. 

Retiring away to her rest ; 
Yet faint beams linger still. 
On streamlet, vale, and hill. 

Till fading away in the west. 
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Night's shades are descending, 
And sunbeams ascending, 

Ascending away to the skies ; 
Now darkness it hovers. 
And all earth it covers, 

And the daylight lingering dies. 

Now the dark night it looms. 
With its densest of glooms. 

Daylight has vanished away ; 
And grim darkness at last 
Is o'er the whole world cast. 

Night now reigning, instead of day. 



WHAT AEE LIFE'S JOYS AND MISEEIES? 

What are life's joys and miseries ? 
Wliat are they but vague summaries ? 
And wliat are all life's many sighs ? 
Oh ! what to man are all of these ? 
What more than fortune's strange decrees ? 

For man inevitably dies. 

The present, future, and the past, 
Must be all mingled at the last. 

For time doth ever onward fly ; 
Yes, doth fly as lightning fast. 
Though shadows are offc backward cast, 

Proclaiming time and man must die . 
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The night without it was wondrous dark, 
Nor shone of light a flickering spark ; 
Tranquillity it reigned around, 
Nor did there appear one single sound 
To break upon the listener's ear ; 
But all was wild solitude so drear, 
That at first it seemed the last long sleep 
Of all the world else, so cahn and deep. 
It seemed the great and lasting rest 
Which awaits the weary and the blest. 
Methought this dreary and awful scene 
Existed death and judgment between — 
The great slumber ere the dead arise, 
To pass to bliss or to gloom and sighs. 
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Forth came o'er tlie dark and tranquil night 
One pale, broken beam of faintest light. 
Oh ! hide from my eyes the awful sight, 
Which chilled my very soul with fright. 
I looked o*er river, plain, and hill. 
And the sight so fearful haunts me still : 
Where'er each dim glance in silence ran, 
There was the corpse of some fellow man ; 
Terrible the look and ghastly stare 
Of some who passed life in despair ; 
While others seemed as though they fell 
With hope beyond the power of hell. 
My very blood it ran chill and cold, 
While viewing the youthful and the old ; 
Nor did I see living mortal tread 
Amidst that great, countless mass of dead. 
There I saw the husband and the wife — 
Those who lived and loved through life ; 
Next two lovers lying side by side — 
The bridegroom and the once happy bride. 
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For even in that most gloomy hour 

She look'd but as a fading flower ; 

Her features pale, but beautiful still, 

Sent through my heart a pitying thrill ; 

It appeared as if death's dark wand 

But gently touched her snow-white hand ; 

A dead smile dwelt on her pale face, 

Nor seemed of agony a trace. 

Next lay an infant fondly pressed 

To dead slumber on its mother's breast ; 

Nor, innocence, did thy smile depart 

When ceased the throbbing of its heart ; 

But all so gentle, fair, and serene. 

It ill compared with such a dread scene. 

But not so the parent of the child. 

But with hair loosed and aspect wild. 

It seemed as though the waning breath 

Departing, drew life's worst forms in death. 

Features which own'd beauty once and grace, 

Now own'd fear and horror in their place ; 
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Yet, affection, still dear is thy charm, 
Her child she encircled with her arm — 
That arm, delicately soft and chaste. 
Was fondly thrown round the infant's waist. 
I next saw 'midst victims to death's rage. 
The grey, earth-honoizred hairs of age ; 
And many the looks which fright had smote, 
And works of darkness on each face wrote ; 
While o'er some faces played smiles as brief 
As if death brought to them cahn relief. 
I thought to shade o'er my weary eyes, 
When suddenly far through the skies 
I heard the thunder's loud roaring crash, 
And saw the lightning's vivid flash. 
That quick light, that flying light of red. 
Lit up the dusky faces of the dead. 
I looked along the streamlet's side 
And saw the lightning on its tide ; 
I beheld a pure and silver spring,, 
And heard two melancholy voices sing : 
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FmST VOICE. 

This river was ever flowing, 

f 
Is flowing on in silence stiQ, 

To tlie distant ocean going 

Onward with a murmuring rill. 

So man's life was ever stealing, 

Stealing to a far distant sea ; 
Still and onward, silent feeling, 

Its way fast to eternity. 

SECOND VOICE. 

Man would be the same for ever, 
Though many warnings has he had ; 

Attending to warnings never. 

For man's heart it was false and bad. 

Man from good works he ever fled, 
But man has met his destined doom ; 

There behold the dark masses dead, 
Now see each visage pale with gloom. 
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FIRST VOICE. 

Life to man was a strange alloy ; 

Man never dreamt of coming death ; 
Yes, life to man was fleeting joy, 

Until lie drew the parting breath. 

Oh ! breath was life and life was breath, 
And such to man was always known ; 

Yet man he never thought of death — 
Man had so very callous grown. 

SECOND V6ICE. 

What were the riches of the world, 
What were they to the sons of men. 

When death his dark flag unfurled, 
What worth were all those riches then ? 

Alas ! what was earth's vast treasure. 
When death gave his shrill call at last ? 

Just like the gone hours of pleasure, 
Yes, gone like chaff before the blast. 
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FIRST VOICE. 

See the wealth around us lying, 
Oh ! see the rich and golden store, 

For which man through life was sighing, 
Contented never, wishing more. 

See many a precious stone, 

Glittering there so very bright ; 
Yet each bright stone it gleams alone, 

Nor glassy eyes behold its light. 



SECOND VOICE. 

Now see the many here around 

Who had vast wealth, yet never gave. 

Though they heard death's sepulchral sound. 
Though age warned them to the grave. 

See many here, with glassy eyes. 

Who oft turned the poor away, 
Nor listened to the widow's sighs, 

Or what the orphan had to say. 

I 
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FIRST VOICE. 

What to man was golden store 

'Twas his idle thought through life ; 

Having wealth he wish'd for more, 
Oh ! wealth was ruin, wealth was strife. 

Man through life ne'er happy was ; 

Man's life was like this river, 
Complaining on without cause, 

Complaining on for ever. 

Now here the voices paus'd, nor paus'd they 
long. 
When both resumed a sadd'ning song. 

BOTH VOICES. 

Down, down in the boundless sea, 
Beneath the mountain waves so deep, 

'Neath the waves so wild and free. 
Many a mortal is asleep. 
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But though the seas loud do roar, 
And rise in great billowy waves, 

Still the dead from shore to shore 
At last must leave their coral graves. 

Down, down in the earth so deep, 
Since numberless ages long ago. 

Weary mortals are asleep 

Who now shall rise to scene of woe. 

From many a gloomy mine. 
From o'er the desert's sandy waste, 

Where the burning sun used shine. 
Many beings shall rise in haste. 

The voices paused, and resumed again, 

A yet still more melancholy strain. 



BOTH VOICES. 



At last the earth shall be blighted, 
And rivers and seas shall be dry. 
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And the earth for e'er benighted, 
And faded each light of the sky. 

At last dismal darkness shall be 

Where brightest of orbs shone before ; 

And a void where the trackless sea, 
Sent resounding waves to the shore. 

Those sorrowing voices ceased to sing, 

And I heard nought but the sparkling spring ; 

I turned my aching eyes around, 

But everywhere sable darkness frown'd, 

With the dismal song my dream was o'er, 

And the bright world seem'd the same once more. 
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